This diversion ruined his enterprise though he did not know it. His
anguish grew less and he thought about going back before Uncle James
came home and found him gone. But he had started something now, on
his own. So he went on to the ferry.
He was sitting on the barge-board of the old ferryboat, legs over the
side in the flowing water, waiting for a start. He sat there for some time,
watching the eddies marking the sand along the shore. Then, feeling
something, he looked up and saw Uncle Enos!
He liked Uncle Enos, mother's youngest brother.
Uncle Enos was fond of him. They had wrestled and played together
often.
Word had gone out from Uncle James to look for the boy. It would soon
be getting dark. Uncle Enos's instinct had been the right one. In a kindly
tone he asked, 'Where are you going, Frank?'
No answer.
Tears . ..
Uncle Enos took the boy by the hand and led him to the grass on the
bank overlooking the river. The boy cried it out, telling his woes and his
resentment.
*Yes, yes. I know, my boy. Work the soreness out by keeping right on
working! You will grow stronger by keeping at it, no matter how it hurts.
Soon you'll be so strong you'll like it and can do things like Uncle James.
The only way to do. Just keep on when you are sore and tired and stiff and
think you're discouraged. But you never are discouraged. No ... And
by keeping on, still more, and again more, you'll see you can do most any-
thing and never feel it too much.' He gripped the biceps in the soft arm.
'As much muscle as a blackbird's got in his legs,' he said. Then stretching
out his own arm, 'Feel this,'—and the boy felt his Uncle's iron upper-arm
with admiration. 'Your muscles will be like that, Frank, if you keep on at it.
Then you can laugh too, like Uncle James, and never be afraid of anything.
Work is an adventure that makes strong men and finishes weak ones.'
'Aunt Laura? . . . Well, Aunt Laura is a bit hasty. Not very well just
now. Something is going to happen. You needn't mind her too much.
Think of your mother and Uncle James. How disappointed they both
would be if you went on with this. Shall we go back now?'
'Yes!'
Under cover of darkness, hand in hand, they made their way back.
The boy went ruefully up to his bed in the attic.
Next morning—as though nothing at all had happened—the rapping
on the stovepipe, perhaps not so loud, but relentless just the same.
And it began all over again.
Something Uncle Enos had said stuck in his mind. 'Adventures make
strong men and finish weak ones.'
But Uncle Enos had said 'work' was that adventure. The connection of
adventure with 'work' got lost in the impressionable mind for the time
being. But later he was to find it.
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